THE   EDWARDIANS

the audience had laughed, and Romola Cheyne,
who was with them, seeing him look puzzled, for
his French was limited, had translated it for him;
kind of her to bother, he had thought at the time,
but now he wondered.) A good Conservative, he
had the principle firmly fixed in him that nothing
must be done in a hurry. The greater the conse-
quence, the greater the need for deliberation. In
the crumbling world of his private life, that axiom
still held good; he reverted to it, after the first
storms of rashness that had threatened to sweep
him off his feet, "A week to think it over.'* The
very phrase brought him a measure of reassurance;
so far, the matter was private between himself
and his drawer;  no one need know what was
going on between  himself,   his  principles,  his
heart, and his conscience. He was well trained in
the habit of reserve. Driving out to dinner with
Sylvia in the brougham that night, no impulse
assailed him to blow the brougham to pieces with
the truth, as it might have assailed a less bridled
man.

In the week that followed, he kept to his deter-
mination with comparatively little effort. Sebastian
came twice to luncheon; he even came once to dine
before a small dance, and took his hostess into
dinner as was, indeed, inevitable. Lord Roehamp-
ton scarcely observed them, from his end of the
table, as a man obsessed by personal jealousy
would observe, for his concern was not with